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are fatal to scientific medicine. In the meantime the attitude of the European is one of silence and resignation. No one talks of plague, and all but the very nervous cease to think about it. My host on Malabar Hill throws a glance, as the twilight deepens, towards the burning ghauts, and, as there is no red glow in the sky, surmises that the plague is low. I passed along them the next morning, and the pungent odour of burning suggested that a great many Hindu bodies must be in process of cremation ; but, after all, Bombay is as big as Liverpool, and a normal death-rate would make smell enough.
From the charming bungalow on Malabar Hill where I am being hospitably entertained I look down on a large, pretentious, stone-built modern house, admirably situated on the seashore, the residence of a wealthy Parsee. /Then I look behind me and see the Towers of